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as the song of Roland, exclaims in patriotic anguish :
44 This was the army that had sallied forth from the
most civilized nation in Europe, the army once so
brilliant and victorious over the enemy until its last
moment, and whose name still ruled over many con-
quered capitals. Its bravest warriors, who had just
crossed the field of many of its victories, had lost
their noble bearing. The men, clad only in rags,
with feet bare and bleeding, dragged themselves
along on branches of pine, and .all the strength and
perseverance they had shown in conquering, they
now employed in flight."

Their confusion was complete; the regiments had
lost their formation; the men retained neither the
arms nor the uniforms of soldiers; they were unable
to face any other enemy than hunger and cold; no
one thought of anything but his own safety: bands
of eight or ten combined to plunder together. These
little bands being themselves broken up by their
sufferings, a crowd of starving men would rush upon
a dying horse to eat it. Such continual scenes of
horror and desolation met -the survivors of the retreat
at every step. When, December 13, they reached
the Niemen, which they had crossed six months be-
fore under a bright sky, numbering four hundred thou-
sand men, with sixty thousand cavalry, and twelve
hundred cannon, in all the pride of power and glory,
the comparison of that brilliant scene with their
present misery made even these veterans weep. In-
stead of three French bridges, brought five hundred